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ADVERTISEMENT, 


HE Author begs leave to inform 
the courteous Reader, that the 
publication of the following trifling 

pieces, was intirely owing to the encou- 

ragement of a moſt worthy friend, who by 
chance ha ving ſeen ſome of them, thought 
they might not be TOONS of the pub- 
lic eye. 


That ſo far from any ſuch idea ever | 
having ſtruck himſelf, he actually had | 
ſcarce a ſingle copy by him, but was | 
| obliged to have recourſe to thoſe friends 
to whom they had occa/e wonally been writ- 
ten, and (more than the author cou'd 
deſerve, or even have thought of) had 

moſt of them ſtill reſpectfully in their W- 
_ poſſeſſion, —And to whole kind aſſiſtance 
alſo, he is happy as well as bound to 
acknowledge {ome of the chief embelliſh- 
ments in the following volume. 


E NR R A 1 K. 


Page j, line 4. for E E N E read 8 C E N E.— 


P. 6, I. 17, for plantive r. plaintive.—P. 7, 1, 20, 
for raiſe r. riſe, =P. 13, 1. 3, for pictate r. pietate.— 
P. 16, l. 18, for Me thought, r. Methought,—P. 21, 


laſt line, for the, r. thee.—P. 24, 1. 14, for fors 


enopina, r. ſors inopina.—P. g1, l. 1g, for this, r. 


; his.—P. 60, 1. 3, for exiſtance, r. exiſtence.. 


Ta BE” EO EE 


The Reader it is hoped will paſs over with an indulgent 


eye, any inaccuracies he may meet with, as the 
Author was Eighty Miles from the Presa 3 the 
book was printed. 
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CORYDON axp THYRSIS. 


GRE + Be Wo 8 


Jay: Thyrſis, fay ! what griefs thee now. aſlail, : 
| That Thyrſis looks ſo wild, ſo wan, ſo N 

| Tell Corydon, what ills betide thee now, 
| And ev'ry care will C orydon beſtow: ? 


If ewes or lambs you've loſt; away Full ſoon 

I'll hie, and ſeek them by the midnight moon, 
And bring them ſafe to Thyrſis back again; N 

So tell, Oh! tel to Corydon thy pain. 


— 


The above was written on the death of a young man, 
lon of a farmer at Sudborow, Northamptonſhire, by a 


kick from a horſe, in the ern of October the gd. 
. v776-. 


The Epitaph is on his Grave-ſtone in Sudborgw, 
Church- 2 


B 
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Oft have we at the fell ume table fed, | 
Drank at one brook and eat the ſame brown bread : 


| 1 
i 


Oh! Shepherd! when you hear our diſmal tale, 
You ne'er will aſk why Thyrſis looks ſo pale ? 

For neither ewes nor lambs does Thyrſis mourn, 
Theſe, theſe are loſſes eaſy to be borne. 


But for a youth, well known on theſe our plains, 


Your Thyrſis in his breaſt. this grief ſuſtains ; 
His name, young * Chlorus, and a name of love 


To ev'ry Shepherd in the neighb'ring grove. 


Il fit me down this purling ſtream along, 
While you his praiſe rehearſe in rural ſong ; 
And, Oh! while you his ſad and timeleſs doom, 
Engrave for future ages on his tomb. 


CO RY 1008 


Ill fated Thyrſis ! ſuch ſad news to bear; 
And, Ah! ill, fated Corydon to hear 


The plantive tale! young Chlorus well I knew, 
For we from infancy together grew. 


But now, alas! all happineſs is o'er, 
My bliſs is gone, ſince Chlorus is no more. 


* Chlorus, deriv'd from a Greek word, which 
ſignifies the beautiful green of the new graſs in ſpring; 
and hence us'd for gay and florid youth, 
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Full oft I've ſeen him at the early dawn, 
Tending his ewes-and lambs on yonder lawn ; 


His ewes and lambs would gambol on the plain, 
When eber they ſaw their gay and blithſome ſwain; = 
But they and I, Ah me! may now deplore 
In vain our loſs ; for Chlorus is no more. 


Weep ev'ry ſylvan muſe ! Oh! weep for him, 
Whom late ye ſaw ſo blithe and gayly trim! 
His youthful chin ſcarce felt the tender down 


E'er he had made your beauties all his own. 
Sy 


How have you hear'd him pipe on oaten reed | 
How ſeen him briſkly dance it o'er the mead ! 
But, Oh! the mead no more he'll dance along, 
No more delight you with his artleſs ſong. 


— —3 e AE ont Ng 
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The mule and I may now alternate moan, 
For ſong has left us, now our ſhepherd's gone. 
The brook where oft he drank (and drank with me) 
Now ſilent flows beneath each weeping tree; 

The birds all filent fit on ev'ry ſpray, 
Nor raiſe betimes to hail the op'ning day. 


There's not a fragrant flowret in the fields, 
But now its fragrance with reluQance yields. 


B 9 , 
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(8): 
The lilly droops, the roſe it's ſweets withholds, 
And now it's filken arms in ſorrow folds : 
The pinks grow pale, and loſe their native hue, 
And all, dear Chlorus, for the loſs of you. 


Mourn, Oh ye nym; hs! for, Ah! with you, ye fair; 
He ne'er again will tend his fleecy care: | me 
No more from him you'll hear the pleaſing tale 


On yon proud hill, or down yon humble vale. 


At morn we ſaw him, jocund, blithe, and well; 
But, lo! at ev'ning de you hear'd his knell, 
The trees you ſee their leafy honours ſhed, 


And all in honour of young Chlorus dead, 


But let us tell who in this ſpot doth he, 


That he who paſleth here, may read, and figh: 


1 93 
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A vyout beneath this hallow'd earth 1 
Who his laſt debt to nature early paid. 

Scarce had he ſeen the eighteenth circling ſun 
Eer he his fragil thread of life had ſpun. 


Sweet were his manners as his face was fair, 
And pure his thoughts, as was the vernal air: 
No coſtly trophies round his tomb are hung, 


But truth's fair form, which ever grac'd his tongue. 


His doating parents did he leave behind, 
To wail their loſs and mourn his fate unkind; 
While he from earth untimely ſnatch'd away, 


Treads the bright regions of eternal day. 


„ ũ— OT I" oooGy 
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TA YR S486: 


N ONE better, Chlorus, could have ſung thy praile ; 
None better, Corydon, have deſerv'd thy lays. 
The winds ne'er floated half ſo ſmooth along 


As now they float upon thy ſoothing ſong. 


Attentive ſilence hangs on every breeze, 


Which flowly plays around the tremb'ling trees; 


The ſilver brooks in gentle murmurs flaw, 


As in the moving verſe your numbers glow. 


But ſee the ſun flopes hind yon weſtern hill, 
And ev'ning clouds unwholſome dews diſtill; 
Let's home-ward bend our weary ſteps, and know ẽ 


He lives in bliſs above, while we're in woe. 
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JAN v. 1785. 


To Lap Y GERTRUDE FITZPATRICK, 
By her moſt obedient Servant, 


The AU TH OR. 


Su EET Cherub, ſure you'll ne'er refuſe 
The viſit of an humble mule, | 
Who on her little pad muſt go, 

And amble long thro' B=—= k-fnow : 
E'er ſhe arrives at Ampthill's gate, 

And there her Gertrude's pleaſure wait. 


A wreath of flowers ſhe wou'd have made, 


But flow'rs, when thou art abſent, fade, 


_ Good wiſhes, are her choiceſt ſtore ; 


Theſe, thele the ſends. You aſk no more. 


Save, that a muſe this fellive time, . 
May frolic in a little rhime ; | 
Which to be ſure 1s in her power, 


Altho' ſhe mayn't preſent a flower. 


0 11 
Except indeed it ſhall be ſuch, 


As ſprings with inſtantaneous touch 


Of magic wand, ſtruck on that ground 
Where Jove's own daughters ſport around, 
And where the Graces, neatly dight, + 

All free and eaſily-polite, 

With Pope, Mat Prior, Swift and Gay ; 
Add luſtre to the God of Day. 


On ſuch a ſpot as this, we know; 

Such flowers as theſe, alone will grow ; 

But, hark! * Voltaire juſt whiſpers : © See; 
Ampthill! that fav'rite ſpot muſt be. ” 


+ Simplex Munditiis. 
» Lady Any Firzrarzick had lately honour'd 


the Author with a ſketch of Voltaire, of her Lady- 
ſhip's own drawing. | 


74-0 
Bicvoe LOUTH's Epitaren 


ON nis DAUGHTER, 


Cars vale! ingenio præſtans, pictate, od; 
Et pluſquam natæ nomine, cara, vale. 

Cara Maria, vale ! at veniet felicious æ vum 
Quando iterum tecum (ſim modo dignus) ero 

Cara red, læta tum dicam voce, paternos 


Eja age, in amplexus, cara Maria, redi. 


Tranſlated by the Author. 


Farewell, belov'd! adorned with ev'ry grace! 
Of Genius, Piety, and the virgin face. 
Farewell! ſtill more belov'd by that dear name 


ON Daughter, live or dead, to me the fame. 


Farewell, my doky Marla! fine will come, 
When 1 ſhall riſe from out my awful tomb, 
(Oh! may I at that day but worthy be) 


— 


Next to my God, to live and talk with thee. 


Then joyful ay — Return! beloy'd! return, 


W here, where a father 8 Lame ſhall ever burn. 


(4H 


By a FRIEND. 


H AIL, dear Maria, bleſs'd with ev'ry grace, 
| An angel's ſoftneſs and a virgin's face 
In all the arts excelling as in fame, 


But more excelling in a daughter's name, 


Oh! for that happy moment which ſhall come! 


When worthy thee I leave my native home, 


f err oo Ye EO I oe ron re 


Again to view my child, and to entwine 


The dear Maria in her father's ſhrine. 


> — — ————— — — —- 
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In Imitation. of Shakeſpeare. 


Hs vile Ingratitude ! 
| Thou with thy gangrene cooth 
Biteſt in twain fair mem'ry of fair deeds — 

Thou worſt of lethargies to ennobled ſouls. 

Some fiend in direful labour brought thee forth: 
Her food the rankeſt poppy in the field, 
Gather'd by the hag that nurs'd her, to aſſuage 
Thoſe pains that writh'd her womb. Fromher fell breaſts 
Thou ſuck d'ſt molt eager the envenom'd milk. 
Hence deadly poiſon rankles in thee, worſe 

Than that which reeks beneath the adder's tongue. 
Thou'rt blotcht all o'er with ills. Thy lighteſt touch 
Withers the ſoundeſt hand. Thy breath doth blight 
The goodlieſt bloſſom on the tree of life, 

Making the heart of man a barren ſoil—— 

But thou ſhalt die, and all the world intomb thee : 
The pit, dank, deep, yea, bottomleſs, yawns for thee--- 


Hence! vile Ingratitude! 


The following Trifle is moſt humbly offer'd EY his 


— —ä — — 
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ED 
To the Right Hon. Earl of Upper Offory. 


Lordſhip's m zoſt obedient 
And obliged humble Servant, 
The AUTHOR. 


A 
PAS TON I 


ON zur DEATH OF 


KA H E N n S A N T. 


Scene Farming Woods. 
Time — The Morning. ; | 


THYRSIS XD DAMATAS. 


„„ 


As late in muſing, penſive mood, 


8 
Juſt as the bird that ne er can reſt, 
But with a thorn at her breaſt 
I roam'd thro' yonder brown-leat d wood, B 
Me thought I hear'd the accents wild 
Of one whom frantic love, hke me, beguil'd, | ; 
T 


DA M TAS 
Say, Shepherd, if you can rehearſe 


The little warbler's plaintive verſe, 
For partners in our gnefs, we know, 
Oft ſerve to ſooth each other's woe. 


e 
\ TEAM YETRMS l 


No more the cyprian grove ſhall pleaſe, 
No more I'll wave me on. this bough, 
She's gone! for ever gone! no breeze 


Shall ever waft me to her now. 


Where ſhall I find another mate, 
To me ſo tender in her love! 
Alas! Ah hard! Ah cruel fate! 


* Itys in ſolitude muſt rove. 


Oh! + Mars! thy day ſhall hateful be, 
Io thoſe that crop the flow'ry lawn, 
And every bird as well. as me 


Shall ſicken at thy riſing dawn. 


Thus ſang ſad Itys: and his ſong 
Re-echo'd thro' the neigh'bring grove ; 
So deep the ſorrow, and ſo ſtrong 
The pangs of diſappointed love. 


_* Turn'd into a Pheaſant, Ovid. Met. 6. B. 


+ It was kil'd—Die Martis—Oct. 29, 1782. 
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Then grieve not, ſhepherd, at thy loſs, «= 


Nor let the tear inceſſant flow, 
Winds don't the ocean always toſs, 


Hills are not always topt with ſnow. 


A cenotaphium then I'll raiſe 
For that poor bird's beloved mate, 
Adorn'd (Ah! not with her) but praiſe; 
And on it too inſcribe thy fate. 


E F r A 


Tx lovelieſt of the feather'd race 5 
Here claims the paſſing tear, 8 5 Fa 
For beauty, truth and matchleſs grace Tn 


To Itys ever dear. ve 


He loſt her in life's virgin prime, 
As Thyrlis did HIS love; | „ 
Your grief, ſad Itys ends with time ; | 


His, will eternal prove. 
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ACON any LEONILLA. 


5 LUMIXE Acon dextro, capta eſt Leonilla finiſtro, 
Et potis eſt forma vincere uterque deos. 
E Blande puer, lumen, quod habes, concede parenti; 


Sic tu cæcus amor, ſic erit illa Venus. 


By the AUTHOR. 


[Alcon his right eye loft, and of her left = 
Y The lovely Leonilla was bereft. OR — 
ver Acon ſtill, and Leonilla too 

The very gods in beauty both out-do. 
| Sweet boy, thine eye to thy fair mother give, | 43 


[Thus thou a Cupid, ſhe'll a Venus, live. 
C 2 


By a FRIEND. 


Acon and Leonilla both were blind, 
Each of one eye, ſo angry Jove deſign d. 
In form ſuperior elſe thoſe would have been 


Between the two ſome god or angel ſeen, 


Go gentle youth, let Leonilla boaſt, 
That eye from your which ſhe before had loſt. 
Thus you the god of ks wil kearts entwine, 


And ſhe ſuperior e en to Venus ſhine. 


39 
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1 M MM, 
By Dr. J 0 H NS ON. 

| Lion ut eſſe velim ſuaſiſti pulchra Maria, 
Ut maneam liber, pulchra Maria, vale. 

Humbly imitated, by the AuTHoR. 


Orr. dear Maria, haſt thou ſung 
« Sweet liberty ” to me: 

My foul on ev'ry accent hung; 

How then could I be free! 


Oh! hide thoſe eyes! Oh! ſtop that voice 
Nor bid me hence be free : 
For if ſweet liberty's my choice, 


Adieu! ſweet nymph, to thee, 


By a FRIEND. 


y \ HEN thou, Maria, with an Angel's voice, 


Proclaim'ſt me free, how happy is thy choice ! 
To hear thee fing, is liberty's ſweet theme, 
To view the ſinging, flavery extreme. 

C 3 
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o DANIEL YORKE, Eſq. of Tarkan. 3 


Who was Member of the Society there for fe o one 


Years, on his retiring from the Club. 


Accxrr. my friend, the wreath I twine, 7 
An humble off Ting at thy ſhrine, 


— — — — . —T— — ——— — : —I—Uũn 4 ˙—— 
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No ſordid flatt'ry, no grimace 5 
Which ſhoves your courtiers into place 25 
N In B-——&'s vicar ſhall you find 25 


But glowings of an honeſt mind. 


So many years and gone atlaſt! 
I) ben intellectual, {weet repaſt 
Farewell! Farewell that magic pow! 1 


* 


Which brighten'd ev'ry ſocial hour. 


| In Yorke, both wit and humour ſhone, 
For Yorke and humour were but one. 
His converſe ever ſuch, as muſt 
Strike out reflections bright and juſt. 
| $ | 


He like the orb ſuperior roll'd, | 
And deck'd his planets round with gold : 
Why does he now then hide his beams, 
And leave us but his partial oleams ! 


By 


8 
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To Miſs A. M. on her Birth-day, 


May this bleſt day diſtingui{fd luſtre wear, 


And ſhine the brighteſt in the circling year! 


No ſullen gloom it's radiant face annoy, | 


No care, no anxious thought your bliſs deſſlroy: 


But ev'ry pleaſure, ev'ry bleſſing meet, 


To make your happineſs this day compleat. 


May it thus perfect, thus compleat ſtill laſt, 
May each ſucceeding year excel the laſt; 
While Nature's ſelf exhauſted of her ſtore, 


Shall kindly give, till thou can'ſt aſk no more, 


* N. * 


pA 
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The following lines were written on account of a 


remarkable large oak in Geddington Chaſe being 
on the 2d of June, 1780, ſhivered to Pieces 
by lightning, ſeveral of which were thrown a 


. conſiderable diſtance, and one large limb in parti- 


cular was by the force of the ſhock drove into the 


ground a great depth. 


In QUERCUM FULMINE PERCUSSAM. 


Concidit! en! ſylve gloria priſca ſuæ 
At nunc huc illuc ſparguntur membra, decoro 
Nunc gemitu dominam flet nemus omne ſuam. 
Oh! ter felices humili lare ! vos neque quercus 


| 

f , 

Ha hæc, en! arbor! que falrinis icta furore, 
| 


Nec vos fortune fors enopina rapit. 


B Imicated by a FRIEND. 


By Jove's red Arm high tow' ring in its pride 
| The knotted oak was ſtruck and inſtant died ; 
| The limbs now ſcatter'd fill the groves vaſt plain, 
| The Sylvan gods can ſcarce their loſs ſuſtain. 
Thrice happy they who born to low eſtate, 
Fall not the victims of ſuperior fate 
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On the ſudden Death 6f an only favorite Child, aged 


Five Years. 


"2x 


F axzwert ſdet infant! | ſoon thy thread is 4 
Too ſoon, alas! we've ſeen thy ſetting ſun. (ſpun! | 
Oh fate! Oh! ruthleſs fate! to thus deſtroy 


The parent's only care, and only joy. 


To crop their lovely flow's, Cer up it ſprung ; 


That flower, o'er which in rapture both have hung: , 


Farewell. dear nnocence/! thy ſoul is fled, 


— 
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Where ty great maker is with light 0 8 


. —— en 


Still then let this thy parents“ grief reſtrain; 


S 
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That their ſhort loſs, is thy eternal gain. 


*% 
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Written on a Tomb-ſtone of a young Lady in a 


Church-yard in Kent. 


Inſerted by Defire of a Friend. 


Brun not, ye fair, to own me, but be wiſe, 
Nor turn from fad mortality your eyes. 
Fame ſays, and fame alone can tell how true, 


I once was lovely, and beloy'd like you. 


Where are my vot'ries? where my flat'rers now ? 
Gone with the ſubject of each lover's vow. 
Adieu ! the roſes red, and lillies white, 


Adieu! thoſe eyes, which made the darkneſs light. 


No more, Alas! that coral lip is ſeen, 
No longer breaths the fragrant gale between. 


Turn from your mirror, and behold in me 


At once, what thouſands can't, or dare not ſee. 
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1 Unvarniſh'd I the real truth impart, 
Nor here am plac'd, but to direct the heart. 
Survey me well, ye fair ones, and believe 


The grave may terrify, but not deceive. 


On beauty's fragil baſe no more depend, 
Here youth and pleaſure, age and ſorrow end ; 
Here drops the maſk, here ſhuts the final ſcene ; 


Nor differs grave threeſcore, from gay fifteen. 
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All preſs alike to that ſame goal, the tomb, 


—— Fromm oa 
— — = 
tat 


Where wrinkled Laura ſmiles at Chloe's bloom. 


4 OR OY 


When coxcombs flatter, and when fools adore, 


Learn hence the leſſon, to be vain no more: 


% 


Here virtue ſtill againſt decay can arm, 
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And e'en can lend mortality a charni. 


O R, 


A Hue and Cry after the God of Love. 


Tranſlated from the Greek of Moſchus). 


VENUs had loſt her darling ſon, and cry'd, 
If any has the little wanderer ſpied, 
Oh! let him tell me where he now can rove, 
And I'll reward hun with the pledge of love, 
Bring him to Cyprus where you ſhall receive 
A kiſs, and all a mother has to give. 

The boy's remarkable: obſerve the ſigns, 

His piercing eye with radiant luſtre ſhines, 
Which darts reſiſtleſs force; his talk is ſweet, 
And melting accents palliate his deceit. 

His words are of his mind the ſheer reverſe; 
His voice is magic; but if enrag'd, he's fierce . 
A coz'ning, falſe, perfidious urchin, who 

In cruel play delights his power to ſhew. 

His ringlets careleſs hang: a wanton grace 


Sports in the air of his enchanting face. 
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His hands are ſmall : yet darts on darts can throw, 
And wound the gods above, or gods below. 

His limbs are naked, but his mint is hid; 

His plyant wings he moves with active ſpeed, 
Wherec'er he likes, imparts a pleaſing pain, 

Or to the royal maid or village-fwain. 

A little bow and dart (his arms} he bears, 

A golden quiver at Jus ſide he wears, 

Replete with poiſon'd arrows; whoic dread way, 
Not men alone but gods themſelves obey ; 
Wheree'er you find him keep him faſt ; nor heed 
Should he a few diſſembled tears then ſhed, 

And, if he laughs, depend ſome treach'rous wile . 
Lurks in the dimple of cach gilded ſmile. 

Or if he'd kiſs you, the ſweet miſchief fly, 

Nor dare the magic of his lips to try, 


For poiſons there in ſecret ambuſh lie, 


And if he offers you his bow or dart, 


The boon ſuſpect, and doubly guard your heart: 
They're dangerous gifts; Oh! touch em' not, beware | 


From all love's arms, a dire infection fear. 
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To beauty's queen, full wing'd I ſped, 


And claim'd my nettar'd prize ; Z 


F To Ampthill then the goddeſs led, i 


And ſhew'd her — GERTRUDE $ eyes. 
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In the Auther's Study. 


Short Rules to be obſerv'd by all 
who on the B-————k.Vicar call. 


y y HOE'ER within this roof doth come, 


Let him the robe of mirth put on, 


For brow auſtere and looks demure, 


The maſter of it can't endure. 


If he ſhould be in ſtudious fit, 
Why! in the ſtudy he may ſit: 
But if inclin'd to laugh and talk, 
Then in the parlour let him walk, 
And in the wheel of each narration 
Put in this ſpoke of converſation : 
Let thoſe who thus ſhall honour me, 


Be as at home, and juſt as free. 


Know then, a flower in ev'ry room 
Here grows, in full eternal bloom : 
Hearts-eaſe, tis call'd: and may each gueſt 
Pluck off that leaf he likes the beſt. | 
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KA SCOTCH ATR, 


To the beautiful Spinſter of - 


g On cou'd I weave in Fancy's loom 


| Some Wreath for thee like Bonny broom 


I'd be another RAMs Ay ſoon 


And you, my Katharine Ogie. 


To mountains high or vallies low, 


In biting froſts, or knee-deep ſnow, 


With thee in pleaſure's carr I'd go 
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My ſweeteſt Katharine Opie. 


If thouſand labors were in view, 


And all the taſk impos d for you, 


J don't know what I wou'd not do, 


To gain my Katharine Ogie. 


( 33 ) 
An ENGLISH AIR, 


By KATHARINE OGIE. 


Related, (as by Records ſcen) 
To the Sweet Kate of Aberdeen. 


Cont hoo Robin, come away, 
Quit, Oh! quit that leafleſs ſpray ; 
Prithee be no longer coy, 


Nothing here ſhall thee annoy. 


Soon as the dawn appears, I'll up 


And ftrait my chamber-window ope, 


And then my Robin take thy reſt, _ 
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Safe perch'd upon your miſtreſs' breaſt. 
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Cou'd I but ſing like Highland Queen, 
Or like ſweet Kate of Aberdeen, 

Y My ſongs ſhou'd echo here and there, 
And Oh! the Bonny Broom, my alr. 
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Oh! cou'd I chirp The Broom, like thee 
Then I your Highland Queen might be, 
And then for ever ſhou'd I doat 

Upon thy love inſpiring note. 
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( 34 ) 


On Mr. Gay's Monument, 


In Weſtminſter Abbey. 


Lit is a jeſt, and all things ſhew it: 


I thought ſo once, but now I know it. 
INCERTIAUTORIS: 


bs life's ajeſt, as once you thought, 
*Tis what the Apoſtles never taught - 
And if as you fay——All things ſtiew it; 


The QU1CK as well as DEAD muſt know it, 
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On hearing a Lady Playing and Singing. 


\ \ HAT founds enchant my raviſh'd eer 
When thy ſweet warbling voice I hear, 
When thro'the mellow liquid throat 


You thrill the love-inſ piring note. 


When the quick finger lightly plays, 
And dances o'er the trembling keys; 
Scarce Orpheus felt did whilom bring 


Such muſic from his ſilver ſtring, 
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1 If on the plaintive ſtrains you dwell, 
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Your ſtrains Melpomene excell, 


Who opes her ſadly pleaſed ear, 


5 And as ſhe liſtens, drops a tear. 
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If mirth invites, or ſprightly joy, ä 
Your livelier vocal powers employ ; 
Apollo, midſt his tuneful throng, 


Hails thee ſweet. queen ot either ſong, | 
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following lines extempore. 
F AINTER, in this thou reaſon'ſt well, 
Ne'er about brains to make a pother 
Apelles could not more excell, 


The one is now ſo like the other, 
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The AUTHOR having jokingly been called fool, by 


a perſon whoſe picture was painting, wrote the 
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„„ N.DS E.-5, 
| Addrefid to Lord 0 8 8 OR Y, 
On a favourite Hole, named S CHO Ol. -B O v, 
Winning Two Plates at Newmarket, 


IN ONE SEASON, 


Y ov R School - boy, my Lord, ſhould with 


(laurels be crown'd, 
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And ſome happy Pindar his praiſes reſound. 
So let us hence dub him when next time he ſtarts 


No longer the School-boy but Maſter of Arts. 


” 4 1 100 
— p * 9 BENT 8 ä 5 
F c 


n 


4 — 1 


. 


To Lady GERTRUDE FITZPATRICK, with a Pen 


drawn at the top of the. Paper, which is ſuppoſed 


to addreſs her Ladyſhip. 


105 ſweet Saule have I flown, 
And left the Vicar all alone ; 
To pore it o'er his keathen Greek, 
While we in chriſtian language ſpeak, 
I own I thought him ſomething once 
| But, entre nous, he's quite a dunce ; 
He knows that two and two make four, 


But hang me if he knows much more. 


His genius is not worth a groat, 
He's always hunting for a thought, 
Inſtead of having it full pat, 


Juſt flarting forth for this or that, 
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E Like you or me who when we will, 
Can ſhew a far ſuperior {kill ; 
And let him ſee when we're together 


That we can beat him with a feather, 


SR 
Ts * 


838 


Sweet Gertrude let thy lilly hand 
Be henceforth but my magic wand ; x 
Then in the fiery car Fl riſe 
Of Shakeſpear's genius to the ſkies ; 
And ſhould they aſk how there I came, 


Inſcribe in types of gold—thy name, 
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ADDRESS D TO 
„5% LD CK i ET 
ON HIS PUBLISHING. 


The HisToRyY Of the SARACENS, 


P ARD ON, dear Sir, nor let thy worth refuſc 
The grateful tribute of an humble muſe ; | 
Which, while your praiſe ſhe veni'rous dares to ſing, 
Plumes to ſublimer heights her new-fledg'd wing. 
But how ſhall thy immortal fame be ſung, | 
While language all is thine, and every tongue ? 
May ſome diviner bard thy fame compleat, 


W hoſe ſtrains are lofty, and whoſe ſong is ſweet. 


Vas 
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Till, by the luſtre of thy learning's ray, 


That while we read, we feel each manly flight, 


re 2 
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Sewel or Prior, whoſe enchanting lays, 


Heroes, and Heroes' deeds can deck with praiſe, 
He, who wou'd all thy worth and merit ſhow, 
Moretongues than Fame herſelf can boaſt,ſhou'd know. 
In duſky gloom theſe mould'ring records lay, 
To time and worms a long unenv1'd prey. 


In ſilence fad theſe authors long remain'd, 


And, ASENTOMB'D,.in their dark cells lay chain'd. 


Thou, like another Phœbus, gav'ſt them day. 


What wond'rous force the mighty work implies! 
They pure, refin'd and all immortal riſe, 

So well thou doſt deſcribe each pleaſing ſcene, 
As thou an actor thro! the whole had'ſt been. 


And giv'ſt our raviſh'd hearts ſuch full delight, 


—— IIs, re 


We hear the bleeding martyr's dying moan, 
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And the ſad, pitying heart gives groan for groan. 


Go on, great Sir, and ſtore thy native iſle, 


With the rich products of thy learned 6 


Proceed, and thy immenſe deſign compleat. | 
And as thy worth, may thy reward be great. 


But ſhou'd a vicious and degenerate age, | i 1 


(Which neither pulpit can reform, nor ſtage) 


Not think thy learned labours worth their care, 


And a time-ſerving dangerous ſet prefer; | 
Yet the ſucceeding age ſhall raiſe thy fame, N 
And in thy praiſes, their diſgrace proclaim. ; 
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On a neat Country Parſonage Houſe. 


Suvr. parva Domus, ſanctiſque dicata magiſtris, 
Simplex Munditus ; nec line flore novo. 

Hic pia Relligio colit, hic veneranda ſupremi 

N umina, Dod haud maculata novis. 

Parva Domus, longum ſis huic te grata, colenti, 


O longum, Huic maneas, utilis Ille Deo— 


þ TRANSLATED by a FRIEND. 


Han, ſweet retirement, in whoſe happy cell 
Content and meek-eyed piety doth dwell ; 
Plain in thy neatneſs, at thy humble gate 


Religion's ſelf 1s ſeen and loves to Walt, 


May thou, bleſt manſion, long thy maſter . 


Be true to him, as ; he to 8 IS juſt, 
E 2 
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To Mrs. G— 0, on her n 


Hu: the return, my wt of that bleſt morn, 
On which a maid of matchleſs worth was born! 
In the fair mirrour of whoſe lovely mind, 


We every grace, and every virtue find. 
Chaſte, generous, grateful ; all in her combine 
To form a mortal, only NOT divine. 

Wit, judgement, learning, every human art, 
That grace the body, or improve the heart 
Are her's confeſt ; and all her actions guide: 
Her ſex's envy and her ſex's pride. 

In whoſe unſullied ray no cloud appears ; 

The charms of youth improving with her years. 
She, nor coquet, nor prude, avoids each vice, 
Reſerv'dly virtuous, not demurely nice. 

A chearful freedom glows 1n every thought, 
Yet fears no cenſure, as ſhe knows no fault. 
Her native goodneſs prompts her to beſtow 
Balm to each wound, rehef to ev'ry woe : 
The fick and poor her friendly influence ſhare, 
In alms as lib'ral, as devout in prayer. 
Can envy's ſelf ſuch merit dare to ſtain? 

She may attempt, but will attempt in vain, 
Collefted vapours may prolong their tay : 
But ſhall theſe vapours hide the face of day? 
No: truth and light alike ſhall brighter blaze ; 
The cloud once gone, that feebly hid their Rays, 
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An OD E to the MOON, 


Written in a Country Church-yard. 


Han, bright queen of ſilent night, 
Deckt with robes of borrow'd light, 


Grateful to the village ſwain, 


As he hies it o'er the plain, 


To ſing in artleſs notes his love, 


To young Cleora in the neigh bring grove, 


'Tis thine to light the trav'ler home, 


While witches dance about on broom, 


And their haggiſh rights perform, 


In wild hurncane and ſtorm ; 
And, dire to tell! uſe magic art, 
To marr the brains of youth, and burn the virgin's heart, 
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'Tis thine to hear the drowſy ſong 


Of moping owl the whole night long, 


Hooting to thee her diſmal tale, 
How ſhe's embower'd in the vale 


Of darkneſs; how day's glare ſhe dreads 


Whenthehigh-towering lars forſake theirlowly beds, I 


*Tis thine to hear the plaintive moan 
Of lovely W undone; 

Tis thine to ſee the dagger's gleam, 
Red by tell murder's purple ſtream ; 
But ſtop the villain from the dark, 


Juſlice ſhall drag, and iron vengeance mark. 
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The following Copy of Verſes addreſsd 
to the Juſtices Aſhurſt and Gould, 
by a Young Gentleman of Oakham- 


School, entreating a Holiday. 


Geri a dolens Factum crudeleTyranni!) 
Voces ah triſti gutture promit avis ; 
Exoptans lucos hilares modulamine ſuavi, 
Vix oculos tollit languidulumque caput. 
Carcere clauſus equus, retinacia rumpere gaudet 
Vincula, et in notos, paſcua, fertur agros. 
Otia grata volunt animalia cuncta per orbem, = 


Servitune jugum perferat acre puer? 


| Nos ſchola diſcruciet ſi ceſſent feſta dierum 


Atque ſuo domino tedia dura ferat, 


(: 49677 
Herculeus labor eſt equidem labor attus in orbem, 
| Herculeum vero quis ſibi ſumat opus ? 
Continuum nequeunt mortales ferre laborem 


Ingenu dotes ſedula cura terit. 


Nonnunquam ſævum ponis Neptune tridentem, 
Non arcum ſemper tendit Apollo ſuum; 
Nec Titan rutilans curſum renovare valeret 


Exciperet gremio ni Thetis ipſa ſuo. 


Doctrinæ nimium cupidi dolor angit ocellos, 


Marceſſit roſeo lenis in ore rubor. ; 


Juſtitiæ præſes, votis, O annue noſtris! 
Oakhamiæ præſtes otia læta ſcholæ; 


Dicimus ore uno ſucceſſibus utere fauſtis 
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Dum vita ad finem defluat acta ſuum. 
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The fame in EN GLIS , 


* 
7 


Tranſlated by Deſire. 


Clos: in its cage pent up (ah cruel fate) 
The plaintive viedbewail its luckleſs ſtate, 

With down-calt eyes and with a heart-fetcl'd lay, 
She wiſhes for the ſweet return of day. 

The fiery ſteed his ſhackles all defies, 

And to the diſtant paſture quickly flies; 
Freedom to all e'en infant 1 ſpoke, 


And ſhall we only then endure the yoke ? 


Inceſſant ſtudy will the genius dull, 
The mind ſhould glide like rivers, ſmooth, though full. 


1 
E'en Neptune ſometimes lays his Trident by, 
Nor can thy ſhafts, O Cupid! always fly 
The burniſh'd Sun himſelf could not renew 


His courſe, unleſs, O Thetis ! lull'd by you: 


Unleſs reclin'd on thy ſoft fragrant breaſt, 
He ſipp'd the dewy ſweets of balmy reſt. 
The poring eyes a languor ſoon would ſeize, 


And in the roſeate cheeks the life-blood freeze. 


O Hou great fire! whom all our laws revere, 
To Oakham's ſtudents lend a gracious ear; 
One day to us of mirth and joy be given, 


And may each day give thee the joys of Heaven, 


1 61 ) 


To FRANCIS HARGRAVE, Ef. 


_ 


on his Edition 


Of COKE LITTLETON. 


\ \ HILE juſtice rears her ſacred head, 


| White on her bright imperial throne, 


Sits mighty law in ermin clad, 
With equal eye and ſteady hand 
Pervading fair Britannia's land, 


Claims Kings and Peaſants for her own, 


So long your Authors' name ſhall laſt, 


While fame ſhall diſtant found 


With filver trum; their {kill profound 


Pillars of every {ature age and glories of the paſt. 


Dy 


31 6 


Accept, great FATHERS! O accept this lay, 


| | Which in the loom of Fancy ſpun 
Is proffer'd by an humble ſon 


To excellence ſo pure, to worth ſo rare, 


In this his preſent humble ſphere 


The only duteous tribute he can pay. 


O be propitious, and enroll 


| Your vot' ry, in ſome ſplendid page, 


Where he your gen'rous, HONEST RAGE, 
Gaixsr KINGLY MANDATES dare unfold, 


And teach him how the majeſty of kw 


| Proudly ſuperior reigns o'er worldly awe, 


Hail then bright Queen, pure ſource of joy, 


And meek-ey'd peace! to thee we bend, 
On thee alone we all depend, 


Leſt infolence of power annoy 


($1 
| 
Our lowly cot ; leſt Rapin's iron hand 
Quick cruſh our ſtraw- built ſhed. Here then we ſtand 
Beneath thy ſacred ſhrine, and here we crave 


Thy juſt protection from a lawleſs grave. 


All hail! tlie Prince and Peaſant cry, 

Her ſeat is in the Deity: 

Her voice, the world's ſweet harmony. 

All do thee homage, all obey 

Thy dictates and imperial ſway. 

There's nought beneath thy care 2 ſingle hour ; 


Nothing in heaven or earth above thv ſacred power. 
8 ; 


But ſay; O Hargrave, ſay, thy praiſe 

How ſhall my humble muſe attempt to ling! 
Which nc'er yet ſoar'd on Theban wing. 

| Yet, O accept thele tributary lays, 

Wi warm adinitadon dd infoire. 

And fill'd my panting breaſt with emulative fire, 


F 


Whate'er the one in deep compreſt 
Yet clear convictive ſtile expreſt, 
Whate'er the other undertook 


By explanation to unlock: 


Whatc'er civilians more diffuſe 

For bende or for lie — : 

In ancient or in modern lore, 

Wrote, or had written, till before: 

Theſe, all, O Hargrave ! long thou'it made thy own, 
And with unrivall'd ſplendour long haſt ſhone, 


Methinks I hear theſe ſages ſay, 


Hargrave, our choſen ſon, go on: 


Theſe fages then, great Sir, obey n 
Be thou to us a guiding ſun, k 
While planets we in thy bright orbit run. 

| | 81 
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The following was written by a Relation of a 
Captain in the Navy, ſuppos'd to have been ſhip- 
wreck'd and loſt; but who, ſome Months after, 
was found to have been providentially ſav'd from 
the Fury of the Waves, by having reach'd an 
Iſland on a Piece of the Wreck. 


The Reader is not to expect here fo. much the 


Flowers of Poetry as the humble Weeds of Sorrow. 


To the Feelings of a lively Mind, tis certain that 
here Raphſody will be beautiful; Incoherence, 


| grand and ornamental. 


V V HAT! tho' the chill-cold hand of death 
Has nipt thy rip'ning virtue's promis'd fruit! 


Still the freſh bloſſoms of thy youth diſpers'd, 


The choiceſt fragrance round, 


F 2 
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What! tho' Fl luſtre not yet ris'n 
men 

It's dawning brightneſs ſtil appear d, 
The ſure glad harbinger of an early ſun, 


His future giant-courſes long tO run. 


* 


Tho' ſtoried IT yet cannot boaſt 
Thy vict'ries over nations won, 
Nor tell what triumphs to thy fame 
A grateful country vow d ; 

Still Britain's veteran ſons of war 
Thy virtue try'd in fearful deeds, 


And with an honeſt pride thy virtue all approv'd,-- 


= 


IV. 
The noble Fielding oft will tell 
| What future vict'ries he toreſaw ; 
And galant Rodney Hall atteſt 
His youthful hero's praiſe. 
V. 
The tait'ry alſo which records 
The finiſh'd excellence of riper years; 
Shall trace thy op'ning virtue to "I ſight, 
And tell how blaſted were thy budding lope. 
Vis 
Morial, who attend ſt our ſong, 
Not unfavour'd of our train, . 
Full- well we know thy 8 heart 
Beat reſponſive to our care; 
Tell all the cons of Britain's Ille, 


That virtue's meed out- lives the wreck of time. 


1 
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ik: 


Mark ! his youthful viſage wears 
The gloomy greatneſs of deſpair { 
On the deck the Captain ſtands, 
Seeing his lab'ring veſſel fail: 


Raile ! raiſe her colours high ! he cry'd. — 


f Thus een in death triumphant 


Sinks quick ingulph'd. Such hearts can Britain boaſt ! 


Yes; happy land! tho' all thy foes combine 


With perfidy and treaſon join! | 


The dauntleſs courage of thy loyal es 
Shall brave and vat all. 

VII. 
Full many a 3 paſs'd, | 
Thro' the dark and boundleſs Jeep, 
'The lbs reluctant ſinks, 


And ſettles in her laſt long oloomy birth. 


me 
IX. 


All arround her (pitying croud!) 
Now ſtand, the gailans train of Britam's ſons 


Whilom by equal fate ſubdu'd, 


Or, who more happily bad fallen, 
In glorious battle flain, 

The gallant Balchen at their head 
Rob'd in the ſable garb of woe, 
Feels his paſt ſorrows now revive, 


And grieves for labours, labours once his own, 


X. 
O had'ſt thou fallen as thy merit claim d, 
Anud it the thund'ring cannon's roar 
Then, by your _ example taught, 


/ 


The riſing hope of Britain's ſons 
To deathleſs deeds would have aſpired, 


And England triumph'd, cho' her hero died. 


( 38 ) 


XI. 


— ä—6Gœ⸗ꝓũ—ĩ—— — — l ³ 
— — — 
* 


But ceaſe the uſeleſs plaint, and let's prepare 


The mournful rites and ſolemn obſequies, 


Till thoſe are paſs'd this gallant crew 


Muſt in this dreary diſmal priſon dwell, 


XII. 
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And now in martial pomp, in due array, 
Slow from the ſhatter'd veſſel's deck 
Are born the bodies of her gallant crew ; 


While mourning Naiads toll their hapleſs knell. 


XIII. 


And firſt their gallant leader fee, 
Borne by Engliſh Captains brave 
Who dying in their country's cauſe 


Had found a watry grave, ——— 


XIV. 


Morris there and Farmer ſee 

With many a form of godlike worth ; 
Such as of old with tranſport mild 
Applauding wiſdom lov'd to view! 
On a pile of arms compos'd, 

Wich many a row of coral deck'd, 


See the comely corpſe is laid; 


For, Ah! in manhood's dawn he died, 


And roſeate beauty's pride. 


XV. 
While (type of honour) o'er his head 
The azure flag her glory waves, 
And from the deep ſonorous ſhell 
The ſolemn dirge is heard. 


Far happier thus e'en to have fallen 


( & ) 
Than e'er ſurviv'd thy honeſt name, 
Thou virtuous, gallant youth! 
Or, having ſold thy country's name, 
Thro' factious -rkidy a fear, 


Paths of diſgrac'd exiſtance to have trod. 


XVI. 


3 Diſgrac'd in ev'ry Britiſh Hero's mind.! 


Tho' ſerpent eloquence, in ſtudied phraſe 
And gorgeous ſentiment, ſhou'd deck, 
In ſome deep hallow'd vault or ſainted Ifle, 


Thy monumental (but, Ah! empty) ſhrine, 
XVII. 


Mature in honours, tho' but green in years, 
You ſunk, with all your country's wiſhes bleſt! 


Happier far the life, tho' ſhort, . 


„ 
To active worth aſſign d! 
Happier than years of indolence conſum'd 


In monkiſh apathy, or 1gnoble eaſe! _ 


XVIII. 


Where's now thy father's boaſt! thy mother's care 
Thy ſiſters wiſh ! thy brothers hope! 
Hope which already ſaw thee rais'd, 


The future bulwark of Britannia's name. 


Gone! gone as light clouds in a wintry {ky, 


Ah! never, never to return again. 


XIX. 


But, tho' a father mourns ! a mother grieves ! 
A ſiſter droops! a brother pines! 
Comes not their grief allay'd with honeſt pride 


And conſcious joy |——thy merit's due. 


( &o * 


Honour gain'd, by early worth 


Had in Fame's temple rais'd you high, 


Your parents' glory and your country's boaſt. 


XX. 


No faithful partner of a widow'd bed, 
No orphan child laments thy timeleſs fate : 
The flowers deſign'd to ſtrew thy nuptual bowers 


Shed their ſad honours,o'er thy funeral bier. 
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A 8 ON G An ORIGINAL. 


Is Pleaſure's flow'ry lap I lay, 
No winds but Zephyrs blew, 


My year was but one ſummer's day, 


Dear Chlo', with x O- U. 


No painter half ſo blythe or fair 
His Venus ever drew, 
| As Strephon when in Fancy's chair, 


He pencil'd, =Y O- U, 


Dear Chloe then ſupport a ſwain, 
Who bids the world adieu; 
Unleſs he's rais'd to hope again, 
The hope of * ,0-U. 
| 0 
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On 4 1ars LORD MAYOR, 


Who could ſee his Friends before and his Foes 


behind him at the ſame Time. — 


Axrcvs becauſe he had an hundred eyes, 
Great Juno ſet to guard Jove's lovely prize, | By 
Pho! Pho! ſays John, more praiſe to me is due, 


Who ſee as well an hundred ways with two. 


In 


( 


777 OD 0s - 
With a Phial of I. 
F AIR lady, do not me defpiſe, 
Tho' black, I'm honeſt, true and kind; 


Thro' damaſk cheeks, or ſparkling eyes, 
What mortal yet e'er read the mind? 


Ye fair ones then be ſure to write, 


In down-right honeſt black and white, 


Go 


(66 
ON THE FIR5T APPEARANCE or 
Low MANSFIELD, 
On the BENCH, 
After the R 107 in June, 1780. 


Cxucos te vel puerum fovere : Minerva 


Te voluit dottis inſeruiſſe choris. | 15 | 


Te vidit, viſumque Jovis magni uxor amavit, 
| Et tecum Æthereo gramine luſit Amor, Ly 
Sed quid plura! tuus nuper ſervavit Apolloz :- 7 

Angliaci ut maneas alter Apollo fori. | 


1 


The following Imitation of Part of the 
5th Ode of Horace, Book 3, was 
written during the Campaign of a 


certain General in America. 


I, 


W urs Jove's almighty thunders roll 
All hail him Lord from pole to pole: 
Rome, her Auguſlus great and good, 
(Who the proud Mede ſevere in war, 


With Britons in triumphant car, 


Led to her wide-extended ſhore 

By viltories unknown before,) 

Rome her Auguſtus great and good 

Shall with due honors own a preſent, preſent God, 


5 i 
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II. Ny 


Where, Craſſus, where's thy ſoldier now ? 
Does he not meanly and inglorious throw 
His flaviſh arms now round a forei on bride ? 
And (O diſgrace! eternal ſhame!) 
Forgetful of the Roman name, 
Forgetful of his native pride, 


Fight in a foreign clime for pay, 


N 


Whilſt Rome and her own Jove blaze in full orbof day. 


Ws 

This, this, wiſe Regulus fore-knew, 
And inſtant to the ſenate flew 

This to neben Ther nobly brave, 
He, e er his country ſhou'd yield 
To terms diſgraceful in the field 
Prefers a hoſtile grave. EN 


I ſaw, ſaid he, our eagles fly 

In hunic temples hung on high ; 

_ I ſaw our ſtandards in their fane 

(Periſh the direful, horrid truth, 
Ne'er be it told our future youth) 


Without one Roman (lain. 


. 
1 ſaw, indignant ſaw, thoſe hands 

Which late thro' diſtant worlds were known 

For triumphs got and battles won ; 

Now manacled by laviſh bands: 

I faw thoſe very fields now till'd 

By them who once thoſe fields with blood nl flaugh. 
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He, who's re-bought with ſordid gold, T6 
Will he take arms more brave and bold? 
On loſs, baſe infamy you rear: 

| Virtue, like wool, which once we ſtain, 
Can ww her 3 whiteneſs gain: 


True valour once effac'd freſh laurels ne' er will wear. 
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C Aa 1 WW IIK 
ODE oo, BOODK-- 


AD CI C:A DA M. 


O Quz populea ſumma ſedens coma 
Czli roriferis ebria lacrymis 
Et te voce cicada 


Et mutum recreas nemus. 


Poſt longas hyemes, dum nimitim brevis s 
Eſtas ſe levibus præcipitat rotis 
Feſtinos, age, lento 


Solis excipe jurgio. 


Ut ſe quæque dies attulit optima 
Sic ſe quæque rapit, nulla fuit ſatis 
Unquam longa voluptas ; 


Longus ſzpius eſt dolor. 


1 
The foregoing Ode of CASIMIR, 


To the GRASS - HOPPE R. 
TRANSLATED - 


I. 
Idskor of envied ſong, that ſit'ſt 
Upon the top- moſt poplar bough, 
Drench'd in the heaven · diſtilled dew; 
With thy enchanting ſelf-taught note 
Thyſelf thou cheereſt and the grove that's mute, 


U. 
Winter now paſt, while ſhort-liv'd ſpring 
Is poſting on its deſtin'd way ; | 
Catch, quick, O! catch the tepid ſun 
And hail him on the rapid wind, 

Wich thy own blithly-warbling throat. 


And nature's artleſs lay. 


4 75 


III. 


As each day in its gilded car 


Shoots from the radiant ſeat of Jove, 


So each with haſty ſtep full ſoon 
Thither returns again. 


Our joy is ever ſhort: Our grief, 


Alas! Alas! too long 


466 
ON A FAVORITE 


H E N R O B 1 N, 


Which had bęef ſhot, yet react a her Neſt, where 
ſhe died upon her Young, which periſh'd with her. 


I-24 d . 


ECTS: 


Sweer. harmleſs warbler! hapleſs fate was thine ! 

For thee, the plaintive muſe, ſhall breath a ſigh: 

Yet mild thy fate! poor bird ! compar'd with mine, ] 
Mine! Mill to live, to ſuffer, and to die. 


J 
Alas! the gentle partner of thy neſt! C 
For him the feeling heart muſt ſurely bleed: 
I ſaw the drooping mourner, late ſo bleſt, L 
To his keen ſorrows, quickly mine ſucceed. . 
One day my Damon dropt with me the tear | A 
That pity ſheds, when worth and merit pines ; * 


The next, Ah me! he preſs'd an early bier, 
And all my joys to earth's cold breaſt conſigns. 


Let riſe my ſoul. Above yon dazling ſun 
Jehovah reigns, —His will, not mine, be done, 


( 7) 
On MARK IA UN 
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Han ! wedded love !—theſe words once hung 
On Milton's ſweet ambroſiate tongue, 
Whoſe genius ſoar'd beyond the pole, 
Where ſuns in diſtant orbits roll: 
Hail! wedded love! pure, chaſte deſire ! 
Bright emanation of the all-ſacred Sire. 
Obedient to creative call 

| Love's ſpirit o'er the waters mov'd, 
| To chaſe old Chaos far away, 

And form the bluſhing face of day, 

Thus comely Order firſt improv'd 

| On this terreſtrial ball—— 

| A paſſion firely then ie 


In which e'en Heaven itſelf ſo gloriouſty can ſhine, 


— — — 


* 


1 
CHORUS Of YOUTHS. 


Cupid then, thy torch that's brighteſt 


Quickly light, and let it burn, | 


Ever round the bliſsful pair: 


CHORUS of VIRGINS. 


Venus too, with foot that's lighteſt, 
Drench'd in ſoft ztherea! dew, 


Tip-toe trip in mazy turn; 


And this in flowrets freſh and fair, | 


Around the bridal bed beſftrew— _ 


CHORUS of YOUTHS and VIRGINS. 


” Avaunt, grim Care Nor thoſe annoy, 


Who in our pureſt rites an earthly-heaven enjoy,” 


(79) 


 NUGIS PUDET ADDERE PONDUS. 


Ixsursus ſeriptor Faſtorum, et pleudo-propheta, 
(Quem vulgi nimitim credula turba colit!) 
Quz mala, que bona, ſint anno labente futura, 
Inter fallaces ponit ephemeridas: 
Hybernumque gelu notat, Æſtivoſque calores, 
Arentes auſtros imbriferumque notum: 
Qui menſis morbos, et quæ feret hora ſalutem, | 
Ire foras quando præſtat, et eſſe domi. 
Multaque præterea ſimilis commenta farinz 
Ordine diſponit, ſingula quæque ſuo: 
Nil refert ceu quid, ceu non, prædixerit apte, 
Auguria hæc mult plebs colit uſque fide ff | 
Et, ſi vitandum, ſi quicquam fors ſit agendum, 
Solvendis nodis utile laudat opus! | 
Hine, quodcunque mali, vel quicquid triſte futurumeſt, | 
Stultorum trepidant anxia corda metu. 
Non (illo prohibente) boves educet arator, 
5 Egra nec a medico pharmaca ſumet anus! 
Quis tamen hie furor eſt? Quæ tanta inſania? nugis 
Credere, queis Author non habet iple, fidem. 
9 oe's 


NC) 
Intended as an Exerciſe for a Young Gentleman at 
3 8 IF - Io 


Projit Ingemum—Hor, 


GENIUS without STUDY. 


| Ix days of Yore, was great diſſention 
And chuck poetical contention, 
Which of the two cou'd vie the beſt 
And longeſt ſtand the dubious teſt : 
Grave Study, in his elbow chair; 
Or frolick Nature, debonaire. 
This ſaid, that Study bore the prize, 
And rais'd a mortal to the ſkies ; 
| That every wrinkle in his face 


Was only ſome peculiar grace. 


K ) 
If in the mid-day, he ſhou'd ſnore; 
*Twas but for what? to know the more. 
The taper too, that nightly gleam'd, 
he owl, which:o'er Bim ghaſtly ſcream'd, 
Were lookt on as ſome mighty wonder, 
His praiſes wider but to thunder. 
So ſtrong for him was predilection, | 
That even evident- defection b 


Was right, — nay, was downright be 


Now for deſcription: let us ſee, 
Where we can find a ſimile! 
Like, like ;—egad! I cannot tell, 


Unleſs, by help of magic ſpell 5 


Riſe, Endor's witch —“ I come.” Then do. 
His eyes were of a livid hue, 


Scarce able now to view the light, 


Or to diſtinguiſh day 55 night. 
5 b 3 


( 82 ) 

Sunk 1n their ſockets froin before 

At leaſt five inches, (if not more) ; 

Allowing for each dingy brow, 

That, pent-houſe like, "Y both did grow; 

| His form was like a tall ſtraight tree, | 

Which on etoud Lebanon we ſee; 

So beat with ſtorms, you cannot trace 

A nb within it's N place. 

His beard was tawny, and ſo grown, 

As prov'd it never had been mown. 

His viſage; wan, and pale, and ſquallid ; | 

Was ke a long-pluck'd, wither'd ſallad: 
Methinks, by tracing the profound, 

Inow in Genzlies abound ; ” 

But had 1 gone up in the ah 

I never ſhou'd have found them there: 

80 hail, all hail! thou witch of Endor, 


Black, yellow, tall, low, thick or ſlender. 


E 
Another ſtarted up, and ſaid, 

He'd bet a thouſand on. his head, 

That thus the Mope wou'd never do ; 

"Twas like a cork without a ſcrew, 

And what cou'd ſignify his pother ! 

Bad corks, good liquor always mother, 

That Genius, ſhe muſt turn about, 

And be the ſcrew to pull them out; 

Dame Genus muſt 1 in her plca, 

Or Study ſoon wou'd ouſted be, 

Nor all the lawyers in the land 

Cou'd ever make his cauſe to ſtand 

The teſt; e'en fore the ſleepieſt drone, 

Which Hogarth on the bench has ſhewn. 

She, ſhe muſt lead the way, and 9 

Thro' the ſtill academic grove, 


And teach the Mope how he may know, 


That by ker aid the line muſt glow: 
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That Study acts but half the part, 
And Genius only perfects Art. 


Thus was the conteſt carried on 
For many a tedious circling ſun, 
And none amongſt them cou'd agree, 
So down at laſt, tis come to rl f 
To me, who neber as yet have play's | 


In Helicon's delightful ſhade, 


So hope my faults may now paſs by 

The rigour of a critic's eye. 

Let then the Touch-ſtone of true merit 
Start forth with energetic ſpirit, 
Leaving old Priſcian's muſty rules. 

To drive ſome fenſe into ſome fools : 

Try how far Genius has alone, 


In majeſty and ſplendor ſhane ; 


1 
How far without another's aid 
Has call the fineſt light and ſhade 
O'er nature's works divinely drawn 
Thro' velvet mead, or ruſſet lawn. 
The pencil in her hand diſplays 
The herds e'en lowing as they graze, 
The lambkins fore you ſport and play. 
In her deſcription, all is May. 


We need not go to diſtant climes, 
Nor travel far in claſſic times, 
To France, or Italy, or Rome, 


While we a Shakeſbear boaſt at home. 


Shou'd he a garland but compoſe, 
You ſee, you tduch, you ſmell the roſe. 


So curious in its dreſs and ſhow, 


That ev'ry flower does all but grow. 


686) 
The pebbled brook, the moſſy fountain, 
The daiſied vale, and cragged mountain; 
All, all to him, obedient yield, 
And own him Lord of Nature's field. 
The big that mounts the northern air, 
Down, down ſlie drops, if Macbeth's there, 
And, by the ſame ſuperior ſpell, 


Again he drags her up from hell. 


Where's 8 He ſhakes his chain 
Like dew-drops from the lyon's mane,” 
Shou'd. fportive Nature form a plan} 
To give new life, and call it man \ 
Behold ! 'tis done in Calaban. = } 


A language too, made juſt to ſuit, 


Or Calaban had been a mute. 


( 87 ) | 
If the fir/? paſſion you wou'd prove, 

In Romeo you've a Zulet's love, 
If /orrow ſhou'd affect the heart, 
Go, act, —and ſigh oat Lear's part, 
Shou'd jealouſy the ſoul inflame. 
To madneſs, but Othello name, 

R 
Sweet Deſdemona] Who can hear 
Thy fate, without the trickling tear ! 
Thy light once out; ne'er, ne'er again, | 


Can be relum'd, but by a Shadeſpear's hen. 


( 88 ) 
RARIS JUVAT AURIBUS PLACERE. 


| | TEN avidi tandem rapuit manus improba lethi? 
Tene? tuæ patriæ Graie, perennis honor! 

At non æqualem tibi ſæcula noſtra dederunt ! 
Nec te majorem poſteriora dabunt! | 

Eſt hedere tibi palma, placet ſeu muſa Tibulli, 
Seu placet Folio fulmine muſa tonans! 

Si tibi ſit cordi dulces componere verſus, 
Lectoriſque imo in corde ciere pathos; 

Illum inter tumulos in cæmeteria ducis, 
Ruſtica qua mixtim turba ſepulta jacet; 

Illic ruricolæ mieditands gaudia vitæ, 


Quam vellem obſcure ſortis inire viam ! 
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Si tamen inſueto cupiens inſiſtere tractu, 
Vix ullo incedas qua via trita pede; 
Protinus abripior tecum, ct de vertice pindi 
Audio Pindaricæ verba profunda lyræ! 


Ille levem plauſum, et populares ambiat aures 


Fo velit ; eſt doctis, Graie, placere tuum. 


A.olio Fulmine in the th line alludes to his Odes, 
8 | ; | 
in which he ſeems to follow very cloſe upon Pindar, 


who wrote in the Doric or Æolic Dialect. 


1 
8 1 


Aw has the hapleſs hand of cruel death | 
At length, Oh Gray, now ftopt thy vital breath! | : 
Sweet nr of ſoft ſong, and ſoothing lays ; : 
Thy Country's honor and thy Country's praiſe. ; 
To thee the preſent age no peer can give, ; 
Nor in the . ſhall your equal live, 
Whether Tibullus' gentler muſe delight, > 
Or on Pindaric ſteeds you wing your flight ; : 
In both we find your magic power to pleaſe, ; 
In both you riſe and fall y juſt degrees. ; 


If in the ſofter paths you mean to firay, 


And a the beating heart pathetic play 


„„ 
Inſtant you lead us to the ſilent tomb, 
Where erſt you wove in Fancy's penſive loom 
Sweet Elegy; and where a ruſtic heap 
Of © village Hampilens undiſtinguiſh'd ſleep. 
When in thy na the vernal beauties riſe, 
And ſcene on ſcene {tarts freſh before my eyes 
How do 1 envy the inchanting "ON 
And glow to join me to your artleſs throng ! 
But if ſome nobler theme you deign to ſing, 
Quick, quick I hear the loud majeſtic iris 
Burſt forth in ſound : ſuch, ſuch thy matchleſs lyre 
That ev'ry touch glows with a Pindar's fire. 
Ms then all vain, and giddy, empty praiſe ! 
Tis thine, O 8 alone the Learn'd to pleaſe, 
And they alone beſtow Apollo's bays. 


I 2 
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| From JONSTONA “s PsALMs. 


ME ſolum venerare Deum; nec ſculpe quod oras : 
Impia nec vox ſit: Luce quieſce ſacrà: 

Majores reverenter habe; nec ſanguine dextram 
Infice ; nec ſandti pollue jura tort. 

Pura 8 furti: ſit falſi neſcia lingua : 


Nullius optetur verna, marita, pecus. 


( 93 ) 
Imitated in the ſame number of Lines. 
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Attempted in the ſame number of Lines. 


Hee Abel jaceo. Stat juxta altare, Ne 
En! quod ſæpe mei munera ſacra tulit. 
Hoc vidit Deus et placuit; ſed vidit inique 
Prater, et in fratrem canduit ira ferox: | 
Si forte aſpiceres (facile hic noſcendus) in ira 
Signum kate tale aiunt impoſuiſſe Deum, 
Dic peccatori, non me ſoluͤm abſtulit ictu 
At morti dederit ſe, muſerumque genus, 
Heu ! mortale genus! inter 10 fratres 
Jam nunc diſcendum quot mala dira trahit. 
Ex hoc, heu fratres miſeri! * janua mortis 
Nunc patet, Ah! vobis janua clauſa prius. 


* 
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FFF 
Or all delights the indulgent Gods beſtow 
Upon their favourite mortals here below, 


What can thro' nature with the garden vye, 


Whoſe beauties ſooth the mind and charm the eye! 


What various flowers adorn the riſing year 


When every ſcene does ſome new graces wear | 
The Primroſe, Iris, Hyacinth, Jonquill, 

Each painted border of the garden fill. 

Now nature laviſh does her ſweets diſpenſe 

To feaſt the mind and gratify the ſenſe. 

When golden fruit on every bough appears, 
And amply now rewards the artiſt's cares : 
What rare conjunction here is found alone, 
Where profit and delight 18 join'd in one. 

O bliſsful ſeat! Here pure content muſt riſe 


To him that's virtuous— and, if virtuous, wile, 


198 


AF N 


T HE Author having by accident 
very lately met with a ſhort treatiſe 
on the ſubject of Parochial Mufic, Ec. 
by the Rev. Dr. Vincent, ſends forth, 
(with all due ſubmiſſion) to the pub- 
lic eye, the following Verſions, done 


5 nearly extempore, as an humble ſpe- 


cimen of a work ſo apparently neceſ- 
ſary in the preſent age for a Chriſtian 
_ Congregation, and which will be at- 
tempted on the propos'd Plan, on a 
due encouragement to ſuch an under. 


taking. 


( 16d ) 


Conſiderations on Parochial Muſic. P. 30. 


Jaxx the people have 55 attained, or, rather, 
have loſt their reliſh for Parochial Muſic, is owing 
partly to the cauſes of diſguſt already enumerated, 
and partly to the poorneſs of metrical pon 


appropriated to this uſe. 


* , 


In the verſification of Sternhold and Hopkins * 
there are few ſtanzas which do not give offence 
or excite ridicule, This failing, however, is not 
imputable to the poets, but to the age. The 
cenſure of verſe,—the cadence produced by ac- 
cent, the power and eaſe of expreſhon,—the 
preciſion of rhyme, were all points little under- 
flood at a period, when the language had not 


yet been taught to feel its own powers, or its 


* Dr, Brown 


6101 
materials rendered trattable by fabrication. Many 
inaccuracies likewiſe of other kinds offenſive to 
our ears, were probably not unpleaſing to our 
anceſtors. But if from che improvement of our 
language, or the refinement of our knowledge, 
the whole is become unfit for its office, the 
dictates of reaſon and the ſervice of religion re- 
quire, that it ſhould now be diſcarded, and ſome 
ſubſtitute prepare to ſupply its place. To this 
there is little obſtruction, but the expence oft 


purchaſing a ſuthcient number of copies of the 


new verſion for the uſe of country congregations, 


and if the pariſh would make the firſt purchaſe 


at the general expence, the ſupply could be af. 
terwards eaſily kept up at the charge of indi- 
viduals. 


* 


(108: 3 

The new verſion .of Brady and Tate is privi- 
* ledged by royal authority, and though not ex- 
« cellent, 1s not intolerable,” in the opinion of 
a competent judge *, Poſſibly we might with 
juſlice go a ſtep farther, and ſay,— that ſome degree 
of faſtidiouſneſs has been indulged in judging 
this a There is conalnly nothing in 1t to 


offend the ear, and little to revolt the underſtand- 


1 


ing. Theſe qualifications are ſufficient to recom- 
Send it for popular uſe, nor ck we to expect 
| high ſtrains of poetry or perfect compoſition in 
works of this kind; if the beſt poets of the laſt 
age had contributed to form a verſion, it would 


not have given univerſal ſatisfaction. Brady and 


/ 


* Dr, Brown, 


4106 
Tate, though not poets T, are by no means 


intolerable verſifiers- 


But if pſalmody was once reſtored to its original 
rank and eſtimation, it woult become an objett of 
regard to the ruling powers, to have this whole 
matter be lere and reviſed. In that caſe, it 
would not be difficult to form a collection from 
different authors, which might carry this point as 
near perfection as is requiſite. There is a verſion 
by King James I. which Mr. Pope commends, 
and is worthy of his commendation ; there is an- 


other by Sandys; an excellent one by Dr. Merrick ; 


+ The chief objection to their verſion is the loſs of 
the metre adapted to the Muſic of the old 104th Pſalm, 
There is only one Pſalm in the new verſion to that 


metre, and that one of the pooreſt in the collection. 
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( 104 ) 
there are detached pſalms in Milton and other au- 
thors; all which might be examined appreciated, and a 
whole formed which would do honour to our own, 
or any other Church ; and if ſuch a ſelection were 
once ſanctioned by Epiſcopal and Royal authority, 
= would come to the people with every proſpect of 


producing all the reformation that is deſired. 


ee Such a work as this would contribute to form 
% a national taſte, as well as promote the national 
" religion nor is it impoſſible that with ſuitable en- 
* couragement religious Muſic ſhould agen enter into 
* the recreation of domeſhc leiſure, and revivc the ſen- 


© timents of primitive Religion. 


8 
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W no bs thy tabernacle, Lord, 
Ot righteouſneſs, ſhall dwell ? 
Or riſe on Sion's fav'rite hill, 
Thy wond'rous works to tell ? 
II. 
Even he, whoſe life is pure, and free 
From each inſidious ſmile; 
Who ne'er, with words of low deceit, 
His neighbour will beguile. 
III, 
He, 4 humility doch deck; 
Whom pride can ne'er aſſail: 
Who loveth them that fear the Lord; 


whe 1.Gd will aver tail. 


( 106) 


He, who his alen promiſe gives, 
And makes that promiſe good: | 
Tho' to his unſuſpetted loſs 


That very promiſe ſtood. 


V. 

He, who has not increas'd his ſtore 
| By Uſury's lawleſs hand, 

Nor *gainſt the good, for vile a 


With blood defil'd the land, 


VI. 
The man, who nobly dares to tread 
In righteous ſteps like theſe; 
Shall never fall: This man alone 


The Lord his God ſhall pleaſe. 


1 
Part of the CRXXIX PSALM. 


J. 


1 no Lord, haſt known and ſearch'd me out, 


Thou know'ſt if down I lie, 
My riſing up, yea, all my thoughts 
Thy God-head's ſure to ſpy. 
II, 
My peaceful bed, my winding path 
Thy providence ſurveys; 


And thou, O Lord, with wiſdom's fan 


Haſt winnowed all my ways 


III. 
For in my tongue there's not a word 
But lo! is known to thee: 
Before the thought, thou know'ſt what, Lord, 


The very word ſhall be. 


| 


(' [200 
„ 
Before, behind, on every ſide, 
Thy plaſtic hand I feel; 
On ev'ry member thou haſt ſet 
Thy own almighty ſeal. 
| . 

Such knowledge is too high for me, 
Too wide the ſcope and hon 2 
Too deep for him to comprehend 

Who is no FREE man. 
VI. 
Where ſhall I from thy ſpirit go ? 
Where from thy preſence fly ? 
Thy preſence, Lord, fills time and ſpace, 
Thy ſpirit's always nigh. 
VII, 
If to the Heay'n of Heav'ns J climb, 
There thou'rt in robes of light : 
If down to hell I dart my way, 
In hell thou ſee'ſt my flight, 


( 109 ) 
III. 
If on the morning's rapid wing 
I ſeek ihe kant main, 
Fen there thy hand ſhall hold me, Lord, 
And lead me back again, 
EX, 


The night ſhall hide my ſoul from thee, 


Lord, ſhou'd I heedleſs ſay : 
*Initant by thy all- piercing ſight, 1 
85 My . ſhall 1 5 day. 
X. 
The raven- wings of night, O Lord, 
To thee, no darkneſs bring: 
For night and day are both alike 


To Heav'n's eternal King. 


